She knew that he was confused in the multiplicity of
the issues, and that the fable would have to be made
simple for him.

She rose and said: "You must eat and drink, Prince,
while we consider this".

In the brazier, lightly packed among the embers, was
the stone hot-box in use among the Winter Palace people
for those coming from late rehearsal. She opened this
with the iron hook and brought out the hot milk and
fruit-breads.

"Come, Prince," she said. "We can talk much better
as we sup."

The break of the mood gave him calm; she had a
moment in which to reflect.

"Did you really start for Persia, Prince?" she asked,

"Yes, and went twenty miles. I gave them the slip
and came back. They think I've gone on."

She knew that he had corne back to talk it over with
her; she hugged the thought with joy. She liked this
man very much; he was linked to her through
Timotheus, and he was her Ruler, come to her for
guidance; she would give him all her thought and all her
prayer.

"They may have followed me," he said.

"Here? To this house?" she asked.

"I saw no one, and I took pains; but they beset me
everywhere. The Palace is full of spies. But no; they
aren't here."

"It might be well to quench the candles," she said,
"and screen the night-light. We may show more light
than is seemly, through some cranny."

She put out the candles and screened the tiny lamp.

"Tell me, Prince," she said. "I imagine that your
uncle does not believe in any danger?"
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